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"My cows will be in my picture for a thousand years,"
he answered, "and I put in the pond to give them some
water."

In 1913, the order for the Panama Pacific Inter-
national Exposition at San Francisco came along, and in
order to free my mind of old ties and get a new point of
view, I took a boat to the Barbadoes, before starting my
compositions.

If any man wishes to find a perfect figure with purely
Greek movement, let him go the Barbadoes. The black
women walking past his window will give him the sen-
sation of Greek statues in motion. I was not long
enough there to see much of the islands, as recovered
health and spirits and a great new urge for work drove
me home long before I had planned. On going to the
steamship office, I found that my return ticket could
not be used for more than two months, no berth being
free until then, but I resolved to go home, and when I
make up my mind to a thing I generally succeed.

A steamer came in three days, of course full, and I
made a bet with a friend that I could return by it. So,
getting my duds together and arranging with a boatman
to1 do just as I told him, I set out for the steamer in the
harbor. I chose the hour when most of the officers
would be on shore, dining, sent the men. up ahead of me
with my baggage, to be deposited in a corner of the deck,
following it with my return ticket. Then I hid behind
a fresh-air funnel. When the ship was well away and
the pilot dropped, I emerged, sought the smoking-
room and the steward.

"When does this room close?"
"At midnight."when there was
